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CHARACTERS     REPRESENTED. 


MEN: 

to  the  Children. 
Sir  Rowland. 

A_Carpe 

nt  to  &ir  Rowland. 


FIRST  RUFFIAN-' 


SECOND  RUFFIAN 

BOY 

APATHY     - 


•  Son  to  Lord  Afford. 

-  Tutor  to  the  Children. 
LORD  ALFORD'S  SERVANT 

GABRIEL     -  -  Outrider  to  Lord  Afford. 


JOSEPHINE 
LADY  HELEN    - 
WINIFRED 
GIRL         - 


Servant  to  Lady  Helen. 
Wife  to  Lord  A/  ford. 
Mother  to    Walter. 
Daughter  to  Lord  A/ford. 


The  Reader   is   supposed    to    be    on    the    Stage,  facing 
the  audience. 


N.B. — Care  should  he  tnken  in  cutting  out  the 
Characters,  that  the  number  of  Plate,  or  Set  Piece,  <fcc., 
be  marked  on  the  back,  that  they  may  correspond  with 
the  Book. 


THE 

CHILDREN  IN  THE   WOOD, 


ACT     I. 

Scene  I.    No.  1.    A  BOOM  IN  SIR  ROWLAND'S 
CASTLE.     Wings  No.   13. 

Apathy  discovered  at  Table.     Plate  2. 

Apathy.  What  a  set  of  fools  are  philosophers,  who 
advise  to  study  away  life  for  the  benefit  of  posterity  ; 
books  may  be  well  enough  to  garuish  the  brains  of  fouls, 
but  this  bottle  is  the  true  feast  of  reason.  As  tutor  to 
these  orphans,  I  lead  a  tolerable  easy  life  of  it.  I  teach 
the  children  ildeness — that's  no  difficult  matter.  I  go 
into  the  cellar  for  an  hour  or  two — that's  no  difficult 
matter  — come  out  again — that's  no — yes,  egad  that$6W«- 
times,  is  a  very  difficult  matter. 

Enter  Josephine,  fig  1,  Right  Hand,  Plate  2. 

Josephine.  Oh  tie,  Mr.  Apathy  !  What,  drinking  in 
the  morning  1 

Apathy.  Why — my  patron  bid  me  plead  his  passion 
for  you,  and  so  I  was  just  taking  a  drop  to  inspire  me. 

Josephine.  I  wonder  Sir  Rowland  \vill  continue  his 
importunities  ;  what  can  he  have  to  say  to  a  poor  giil 
like  me1? 

Apathy.     But  you  have  no  feeling  ] 

Josephine.  Feeling  indeed  !  Don't  you  remember 
when  poor  Walter  the  carpenter's  house  was  burnt 
down  ] 

Apathy.  I  have  a  sluuwu.  guess  that  Walter  has 
drilled  a  hole  through  your  heart. 


Josephine.  Don't  you  remember,  T  say,  that  instead 
of  inquiring  after  the  poor  sufferers  by  the  fire,  the  first 
question  you  asked  was,  whether  the  young  sucking 
pigs  were  safe  ?  was  that  feeling  ? 

Apathy.     No  ;  that  was  philosophy. 

Apathy  sitting  at  Table  to  be  drawn  off,  and  Re-enter 
Right  Hand,  Plate  2. 

Josephine.  Ha  J  what  do  I  see,  my  dear  Walter  ! 
Mr.  Apathy,  go  to  the  children — now  go. 

Apathy.     But  what  shall  I  say  to  Sir  Rowland  ? 
Josephine.     Oh,  say  anything  :  now  go. 

Exit  Apathy, 

Enter  Walter,  Left  Hand,  Plate  2. 

Walter.     My  dear  Josephine 

Josephine.     Well,  Walter,  how  do  you  do  ? 

Walter.  Very  well  Josephine,  but  I  say  it's  devilish 
hard  to  be  so  poor,  I,  that  everybody  says  am  such  an 
industrious  clever  fellow — and  at  a  bed — why  the  car- 
penter's wives  say,  that  at  a  bed,  I'm  the  very  thing. 

Josephine.  I  should  not  have  thought  indeed  of  your 
making  beds  for  carpenter's  wives. 

Walter.  Ah,  Josephine  !  I'm  making  a  bed  for  us, 
my  girl. 

SONG— WALTER. 

There  was  Dorothy  Damp,  could  mutter  and  mump, 
And  cry,  "  my  dear  Walter,  heigh-o  ! " 

But  no  step  could  she  take,  would  my  constancy  shake, 
For  she  had  a  timber  toe. 

There  was  Deborah  Rose,  with  her  aquiline  nose, 
Who  cried,  "for  you,  Walter,  I  die  !" 

But  I  laugh' d  at  each  glance  she  threw  at  me  askance, 
For  she  had  a  gimblet  eye. 
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There  was  Tabitha  Twist,  had  a  mind  to  be  kiss'd, 

And  made  on  my  heart  an  attack ; 
But  her  love  I  derided,  for  she  was  lop-sided, 

And  cursedly  warp'd  in  her  back. 

There  was  Barbara  Brian,  who  always  was  crying, 
"  Dear  youth,  put  an  end  to  my  woes  !  " 

But  to  save  in  her  head  all  the  tears  that  was  shed, 
Nature  gave  her  a  bottle  nose. 

Josephine  came  at  last,  to  nail  my  heart  fast, 
Firm  as  oak  will  I  prove  to  my  dear ; 

And  when  Parson  Feather,  has  tack'd  us  together, 
Some  chips  of  the  block  may  appear, 

Walter.  I  tell  you  what,  Josephine,  if  you  don't 
consent  to  run  away  from  the  castle,  I  shall  believe  you 
listen  to  Sir  Eowlaud. 

Josephine.  Lord  !  Walter,  don't  be  such  a  fool  now — 
when  my  dear  Lady  Helen  went  to  meet  her  husband 
Lord  Alford,  "  Josephine,"  says  she,  "  the  only  comfort 
I  have  is  to  know  you  will  take  as  much  care  of  my  dear 
little  innocents  as  a  mother."  And  while  the  poor  little 
orphans  are  at  the  castle,  lam  determined  not  to  leave  it. 

Walter.  Ah  !  Heaven  rest  their  souls,  we  shall  never 
see  them  again  at  the  castle.  [  Exit. 

Re-enter  Walter  with  Chair,   Left  Hand,  Plate  2. 

Enter  Rowland  and  Oliver,  Eight  Hand,  Plate  2. 

Enter  1st  and  2nd  Ruffian,  Left  Hand,  Plate  2. 

Enter  Children,  fig.   2,  Left  Hand,  Plate  1. 

Rowland.  Ha  !  Walter  here  !  Walter,  what  brought 
you  here  ? 

Walter.     Your  honour,  why  only  a  job,  sir. 
Rowland.     A  job  was  it.     Seize  that  fellow  there. 
Walter.     Oh  Lord  ;  here's  a  pretty  job  ! 

The  CHILDREN  laugh. 
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Rowlmd.  Silence  those  brats,  and  prepare  them  for 
a  visit. 

Exit  Josephine  and  Children. 

Row'  and.  Oliver,  I  have  found  you  a  companion  for 
our  purpose,  he  shall  accompany  you.  (to  Walter)  Slave 
follow.  [Exit  oil 

Scene  2.  No.   2.       A  LIBRARY.       Wings  No.   13. 

Apathy  discovered  asleep,  Plate  3. 
Enter  Children,  fig.  1,  Right  Hand,  Plate  1. 

Enter  Josephine,  Right  Hand,  Plate  2. 
Josephine.     What,  asleep,  Mr.  Apathy! 

Apathy  asleep  to  be  drawn  off,  and  Re-enter 
Left  Hand,  Plate  3. 

Apatity.  Egad,  I've  had  a  very  comfortable  nap  ;  what 
o'clock  is  it? 

Josephine.  Exactly  mid-day.  The  children  are  going 
to  visit  their  godfather  directly. 

Apathy.     Is  dinner  ready  yet  ? 

Josephine-.      No  ;  It  isn't  ordered. 

Apatity.  Not  ordered  !  0  Lord,  the  dinner  not 
ordered  !  here,  cook,  cook.  [Exit. 

Giil  I'm  glad  of  it;  aint  you  my  darling?  (to  her 
doll). 

Rowland,     (without)     This  way. 

Girl     Oh,  here  comes  our  cross  uncle,  let's  run  away. 

it  all 


Enter  Rowland,  Eight  Hand,  Plate  2. 
Enter  Walter,  fig.  1,  Left  hand,  Plate  3. 
Walter.      What,  your  honour? 


Rowland.  Murder  the  children — that's  my  resolve. 
The  reward — Josephine. 

\Vnlter.  Munler  innocents — (aside)  I  have  a  great 
mind  to  throttle  him  !  Eh — stop — suppose  I  only  seem- 
ingly consent,  and  then  if  I  can  but  save  them — the  very 
thought  makes  me  cry  for  joy. 

Rowland.     What  !  whimpering  fool  ! 

Walter.  Consider  your  honour  I'm  not  much  used  to 
butcher  children  ;  its  rather  out  of  my  line  : 

Rowland.  No  trifling,  fool,  but  swear,  when  next  wo 
meet  that  sword  shall  be  sheathed  in  blood. 

Walter.  Well  for  once  I  will  swear — By  all  my  hopes 
of  mercy  hereafter,  it  shall  be  sheathed  in  blood. 

Rowland.     Oliver  will  accompany  you. 

Walfer.  (aside)  Zounds,  that  blood-thirsty  villian. 
"You  had  better  let  me  do  it  myself,  your  honour. 

Rowland.     Silence  !  follow  !  Exit  all. 

Scene  3.     No.  3.     ANOTHER  APARTMENT  Itf 

THE  CASTLE.     Wings  No.  13. 

Enter  Josephine  and  Children,  Right  Hand,  Plate  1. 

Josephine.  Come,  my  dears,  which  of  you  will  have 
your  mamma's  picture  ? 

Boy.     I  will. 

frt'rJ.  I'm  sure  I  ought  to  have  it  ;  I'm  a  very  funny 
little  girl,  and  ought  to  be  made  a  pet  of. 

Enter  Walter,  fig.  I,  Left  Hand,  Plate  3. 

Wnlti-r.  Oh  Josephine,  I've  such  news  to  toil  you,  as 
will  make  ymr  hnir  stand  on  end,  I'm  in  high  favour 
with  Sir  Rowland,  and  am  to  go  with  the  children  to 
their  godfather's. 

Boy.     I'm  glad  Walter  is  to  go  with  us. 

Rowland  and  Oliver,  Right  Hand,  Plate  2. 
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Rowland.     Well,  my  little  cherubs — what,  delighted 
with  your  walk  ? 

Boy  and  Girl.     Oh  !  yes,  uncle. 

Rowland.     Well,  take  your  leave  of  Josephine. 

Boy.     Good  bye,  dear  Josephine,  don't  cry  ;  we'll  soon 
come  back  again,  shan't  we  uncle. 

Rowland.      Certainly,     sweetlings.      Farewell !    and 
Heaven  take  you  to  it's  care. 

Walter  (aside).     Amen  !  say  I.     Come, 
Exit  Walter,  Oliver,  Josephine,  and  Children. 
Re-enter  Josephine,  Left  Hand,  Plate  3. 

Josephine.     I   shall  be  glad   when  they   come   back 
again.     I  can't  bear  to  be  melancholy. 

Rowland.     Then  why  love  to  inflict  it. 

Josephine.     Sir,  I  wonder  you  can  think  of  a  poor 
girl  like  me — I  can  never  love  you. 

Rowland.     Mark,  Josephine,  what  has  hitherto  been 
entreaty,  shall  now  be  force. 

Enter  Apathy,  Left  Hand,  Plate  3. 

AIR — JOSEPHINE  and  APATHY. 
Josephine.     Great  sir,  consider  my  honour  is  steady, 
Apathy.     Great  sir,  consider  the  dinner  is  ready. 
Josephine.     An  humble  domestic  is  not  worth  yourcare. 

Apathy.     Dear  sir,  give  me  leave  to  present  the  bill 
of  fare.  Exit  all. 

Scene  4.    Nos.  4  &  5.    A.  WOOD.    (The  Cut 

Wood  Scene  4,  to  be  put  in  front  of  Scene  5.     Wings 
JNTo.  1. 

Enter  Oliver,  fig.  1,  Right  Hand,  Plate  3. 
Enter  Walter  and  Children,  Left  Hand,  Plate  1. 
Buy.     It's  a  long  way,  Walter,  to  our  godfather's. 


Walter.     Yes,  and  dreary  it  is. 

OUrer.     I  say  Walter,  this  place  will  do  delightfully. 
Walter.     Will  it.     There,  little  dears,  go  and  play, 
while  I  talk  to  Oliver  a  bit. 

Esit  Walter  and  Children. 
Re  enter  Walter,  fig.  1,  Right  Hand,  Plate  3. 

Walter.     I  say,  Oliver,  you  have  one  failing. 

Oliver.  Aye  !  what  is  it  1 

Walter.  Why  you  are  too  tender-hearted, 

Oliver.  Am  I  ? 

Walter.  Now,  I  am  such  a  cold-blooded  rascal,  that 
I  could  murder  for  amusement,  therefore,  suppose  you 
leave  this  job  for  me. 

Oliver.  You  must  think  me  a  pretty  scoundrel,  to 
receive  money  for  doing  a  bit  of  work,  and  not  com- 
pleting it ! 

Walter.     I  say,  Oliver,  suppose — 

Oliver.     Suppose  what? 

Walter.     Why — suppose — we  were  just  to  save  'em. 

Oliver.  Save  'em,  eh !  Why  a'nt  you  a  pretty 
rascal ? 

Walter.  Well,  Oliver,  you  must  consent  to  save  'em  ! 
Look  at  'em,  poor  little  dears  !  Ah  !  1  perceive  a  tear 
standing  in  the  corner  of  your  eye. 

Oliver.     I  am  determined,  so [Exit  both. 

Re-enter  Walter  and  Childien,  lig.   I,  Right  Hand, 
Plate  1. 

lie  enter  Oliver,  Left  Hand,  Plate  1. 

Buy.     Oh  !  Walter  save  us  ! 

\Vulter.  Look  at  them  !  have  you  a  heart  hard 
enough  to  kill  'em  I 
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OUc&r.     I  have. 


Walter.  Why  then  you  must  fell  me,  before  you 
shall  touch  a  hair  of  their  heads. 

Oliver.     Indeed  !  we'll  try  that !  [Exit  all. 

Re-entet  Walter  and  Oliver  righting,  Plate  3. 
They  tight  across  the  Stage  and  Exit. 

Re  enter  Walter,  fig.  2,  Left  Hand,  Plate  3. 
Walter.  I  didn't  think  I  had  so  much  pluck  in  me. 

Enter  Children,  fig.  4,  Kight  Hand,  Plate  1. 

Girt.     Have  you  kill'd  Oliver  ? 
Walter.     Dead  as  a  door  nail. 

Soy.  Go  kill  him  again,  such  a  rascal  as  he  cannot 
be  too  dead. 

Walter.  I'll  return  to  that  rascal,  their  uncle,  get  the 
reward  and  Josephine,  then  we'll  go  far  enough  out  of 
the  reach  of  that  villian.  I  say,  dears,  I'll  go  and  bring 
Josephine  to  you  !  will  you  stay  here  till  I  come  back  ? 

Boy.     We'll  do  anything  that  you  bid  us. 
Exit  Walter. 

Bon.  Look,  sister,  what  quantities  of  blackberries  and 
nuts  there  are  in  that  bush ;  let's  go  and  pluck  them. 

Girl.  We  can  soon  find  the  place  out  again,  and  they 
are  better  than  the  beef  and  manchets  Walter  left  us. 

Exit  all. 
End  of  Act  the  First. 


ACT  '  II. 

Scene   5.     No.    I.   ROOM   IN   SIR    ROWLAND'S 
CASTLE.     Wings  No.  13. 

Enter  Rowland,  Right  hand  plate  2. 
Enter  Sir  Rowland's  Servant,  Right  Hand,  Plate  3. 

Rowland.  To  speak  with  me !  Admit  him.  Who 
can  it  be  1 

Exit  Servant. 

Enter  Gabriel,  Right  Hand,   Plate  3. 

Rowland.  Ha  !  my  brother's  servant :  should  he  be 
alive.  Gabriel,  I  am  glad  to  see  you. 

Gabriel.  The  j^y  is  mutual,  your  honour ;  but  your 
honour  looks  a  little  pale. 

Rowland.  Grief,  Gabriel.  Now  to  know  my  fate'!  (aside) 
Where  are  my  brother's  sad  remains  ? 

Gabriel.  Remains—  Oh,  he  remains  but  a  little  way  off. 

Rowland.  This  drunken  guise  little  becomes  your 
mournful  errand. 

Gabriel.  I  was  sent  before,  but  living  on  salt  provisions 
at  sea,  gave  me  such  a  confounded  thirst,  that  I  was 
forced  every  mile  to  moisten  my  mouth  with  a  quart  of 
ale  ;  so  on  my  second  day's  journey,  my  master  overtakes 
UK — so  says  he — "Gabriel" — says  he  — 

Ron-land.     Say!  who  says? 

(i'lbrid.     My  master,  your  honour  -Gabriel,  says  he 

1    discharge    you but   my    sweet    mistress   cried,    I 

might   stay,  so  rny   master  gave  me  a  kick,  and  set  me 
forward  again. 

Idiot  !   wretch  !  he's  dead  ! 
I'cad,  is  IK?  ?  I  could  show  you  the  mark  of 
his  foot ;  however,  if  you  wont  credit  the   mark  of  his 
f  ot,  here's  the  mark  of  his  hand.  [Esif. 
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Re-enter  Gabriel  with  Letter,  Left  Hand,  Plate  4. 

Rowland.     Begone,  leave  me,  drunkard  !        [exit  all. 

Re-enter  Rowland  with,  letter,  Right  Hand  Plate  4. 

Rowland.   Confusion  !  ruin  !  yet  if  the  children  live ! 

Enter  Walter,  fig.  2,  Left  Hand,  Plate  3. 

Rowland.     It  is  concluded — where's  Oliver  1 

Walter.  Gone — Heav'n  knows  wither — I  havefulfilled 
my  oath — just  mention  the  reward  your  honour — 
Josephine,  your  honour. 

Rowland.  Wretch  !  Murderer,  avoid  me — take  my 
curses — leave  me,  fellow. 

Walter.  I  go — I'am  gone,  sir — (aside)  Now  to  steal 
something  from  the  buttery — endeavour  to  find  Josephine 
— and  away  again  to  the  children.  [Exit. 

Rowland.  Lost  beyond  hope — how  shall  I  act  1  My 
purpose  was,  my  brother's  family  should  meet  in  Heaven, 
and  it  shall  be  accomplished  [Exit. 

Scene  6.  No.  6.         A.    WOOD.    Wings  No.  1. 
Enter  Children,  fig.  2,  Right  Band,  Plate  1. 

Boy.  I  wish  we  hadn't  gone  from  the  place  where 
Walter  left  us — let  us  try  to  find  it. 

Girl.  I  can't — indeed  I  can't,  I'm  so  sleepy — and 
should  we  sleep  a  long  time,  we  shall  go  where  my  mama 
is — she'll  know  us  by  the  picture. 

(Thunder  and  rain  heard.) 

Boy.     Are  you  frightened,  sister  ? 
Girl.     No,  not  much. 

Boy.     Look,  yonder's  a  place  to  hide  us — come  sister. 
Girl.     I  can't  walk — indeed  T  can't — I'm  so  sick. 
Boy.     Do  try  to  walk  a  bit— there — see,  I'll  help  you, 
Exit  all. 
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Scene  7.     No.  4  &  5.  THE  CUT  AND  BACK 
WOOD,    (as  before)     Wings  No.  1. 

Enter  Walter,  Right  Hand,  Plate  4. 

Walter.  Zounds,  what  a  peppering  storm — sweet 
souls,  how  glad  they'll  be  to  see  me.  Gone— Oh  !  they 
have  hid  themselves  to  frighten  me ;  T  see  you — you 
may  as  well  come.  They  are  gone  ! — Ha  !  the  print 
of  a  foot ! 

Exit  Walter. 

Scene  8.     No.  7.          A  ROAD.     Wings  No.  1. 

Enter  Rowland,  fig.  1,  Left  Hand,  Plate  4. 
Enter  1st  and   2nd  Ruffians,  Left  Hand,  Plate  2. 

1st  Ruffian.     The  travellers  have  gain'd  the  hills. 
Rowland.     Behind  that  thicket  wait  their  approach. 

Exit  all. 

Enter  Lord  and  Lady  Alford,  Fig.  1,  Right  Hand, 
Plate  5. 

Lord  A.     Thou  art  weary,  Helen. 

Lady  R.  In  truth,  most  sadly  ;  but  let  us  on.  This 
avenue  displays  your  castle's  stubborn  turrets.  The 
Western  tower  contains  our  lovely  children. 

Enter  Lord  Alford's  Servant,  Right  Hand,  Pate  4. 
Servant.     Master,  defend  yourself !  \Exito\\. 

Re-enter  Lord  and  Lady  Alford,  Right  Hand,  Plate  4. 
Enter  2nd  Ruffian  and  Rowland,  Left  Hand,  Plate  4. 
Re-enter  Ruffian  and  \Yulter,  Left  Hand,  Plate  5. 
Walter.      What,  two  to  one  ! 

They  all  cross  the  Stage  and  E?it. 
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Enter  Ruffians  with  Rowland  wounded,  Left  Hand, 
Plate  5. 

1st  Ruffian.     Are  you  hurt,  sir  1 

Rowland.     Never  heed  that — have  you  succeeded  1 

1st  Ruffian.    No,  sir,  the  travellers  escaped  in  the  wood. 

Rowland.  Providence,  I  thank  thee  ! — Convey  me 
to  the  castle.  [Exit  all. 

Enter  Walter,  fig.  1,  Left  Hand,  Plate  3. 

Walter.  What  the  devil  does  all  this  mean  ?  where 
are  the  people  I've  been  fighting  for — or  where  are  the 
peop'e  I've  been  fighting  with  ?  I'm  pretty  sure  I  drill'd 
one  of  them.  But  these  poor  children.  Ha  !  another 
ruffian — I'll  soon  do  his  business.  [Exit. 

Scene  9.  No.  6.  A  WOOD.  (Slage  dark)  Wings  No.  1. 

Children  discovered  asleep,  fig.  3,  Plate  1. 
Enter  Lord  and  Lady  Alford,  Right  Hand,  Plate  5. 

Lord  A.     Droop  not,  my  love,  we  are  safe, 

Lady  A.  Twas  most  strange — spoil  was  not  their  aim, 
but  blood.  A  thousand  fears  press  on  me. 

Lord  A.  Dearest  Love,  calm  thy  troubled  mind; 
rest  on  that  verdant  bank.  [Exit  both. 

Put  on  Lady  Alford  sitting  on  bank,  Plate  5. 
Re-enter  Lord  Alford,  Right  Hand,  Plate  6. 

Lord  A.  She  sleeps-  -  I'll  forth  and  see  if  danger  be 
aloft.  (Starts  at  seeing  the  children)  Heavenly  powers, 
whit's  here  !  two  infants  !  poor  wretched  babes — 
Merciful  powers  !  my  own  children  ! 

Lady  Alford  sitting  on  bank  to  be  drawn  off. 
Re-enter  Lady  Alford,  Left  Hand,  Plate  6. 
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Lady  A.  My  child!  My  child! — My  darling  boy  dead! 

Exit  Lady  Alford. 

Children  sleeping  to  be  drawn  off. 

Re-enter  Lord  and  Lady  Alford,  with  Children, 

Eight  Hand,  Plate  5. 

Lady  A.  How  is  my  girl? 
Lord  A.  She  will  recover. 
Lady  A.  How  came  they  here  1  But  let's  away. 

Lord  A.  At  the  eastern  extremities  of  this  forest 
stands  a  humble  cottage — there  we'll  hasten.  [Exit  all. 

Scene  10.     No.    8.    INSIDE   OF   WALTER'S 
COTTAGE.     Wings  No.  3. 

Enter  Josephine,  Right  Hand,  Plate  2. 
Enter  Winifred,  Left  Hand,  Plate  6. 

Josephine.     Where  is  Walter  1 

Winifred.  Oh,  heaven  knows  whether  we  shall  ever 
see  the  dear  boy  again.  Why  do  you  know  I  saw  a 
spider  crawl  up  the  chimney,  and  the  horse-shoe  was 
last  night  taken  off  the  door. 

Josephine.     Oh  dear,  you  frighten  me  !  Why  Goody — 
Walter,     ^without)     Holloa; 

Enter  Walter,  Left  Hand,  Plate  4. 
Josephine.     Here  is  Walter. 

Winifred.  Why,  child,  what's  the  matter?  Have 
you  seen  a  ghost  ? 

W< iltcr.  I  never  was  afraid  of  Goblins  ;  but  to  night, 
I  thought  every  tree  a  ghost,  and  took  old  Jowlerfor  the 
devil. 

Winifred.     Ay,  Ay,  old    Tab   did    not   scratch  under 
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her  ear  for  nothing — a  sure  sign  that  somebody  will  be 
hanged.  (A  loud  knocking  heard  at  the  door.) 

Walter.    Mother,  mother — don't  leave  me  !    [Exit  all. 
Put  on  Josephine,  Walter,  and  Winifred,  fig.  1.  Plate  6. 

Enter  Children,  Fig.  4.  Right  Hand,  Plate  1. 

Enter  Lord  and  Lady  Alford,  fig.  Right  Hand,  Plate  6. 

Lady  A.     My  faithful  girl,  explain  these  wonders. 

Josephine.     I  can't  my  lady  ;  Walter  can. 

Josephine  Walter,  and  Winifred  to  be  drawn  off. 

Re-enter  Walter,  Right  Hand,  Plate  2. 

Walter.  What,  alive  !  Oh  lord,  oh  lord  !  what,  my 
honoured  lord  and  lady  too  ! 

Girl.     I'm  very  hungry. 

Walter.     Hungry,  are  you  1  [Exit  all. 

Put  on  Walter,  Josephine,  Lord  and  Lady  Alford,  and 
Children  at  Table,  Plate  6. 

Enter  Winifred,  Left  Hand.  Plate  6. 
Enter  Apathy  and  Constables,  Right  Hand,  Plate  6. 

Apathy.  Seize  that  murderer  of  innocents — Bless 
my  soul  !  There  they  are  at  supper.  Oh,  my  Lord,  your 
brother  is  dying — he  has  confess'd  he  employed  Oliver 
and  Walter  to  murder  your  children — He  then  plann'd 
your  destruction,  and  then  went  out  with  armed  ruffians 
to  attack  you. 

Lady  A.  But  Heaven  sent  an  unknown  friend  to 
save  us.  Sure — that  look — you  protected  us. 

Walter.     I  did,  and  I  kill'd  Oliver. 
Lord  A.     My  gallant  fellow  ! 

Lady  A.  Josephine,  my  dearest  girl,  you  shall  receive 
from  my  hand  your  faithful  Walter,and  I  will  reward  him. 

Walter.  Madam,  I'll  serve  you  with  my  latest  breath  • 
I  trust  the  Children  in  the  Wood,  will  find  better 
friends  than  poor  Walter  the  Carpenter. 

THE    END. 
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